ACHIEVEMENTS OF THE SAl&SKRHC REVIVAL             29$

A fiame of gold is on her face; a flame of love is in her eyes; a flood of
nectar is in her soul. Lo 1 The Gopika's rniik-pot is full to the brim.

The heart has but one hope; the lover has but one dance; love's desire is
quenchless. Lo! The Gopika's milk-pot is full to the taim.1

And the charm of this new edition of an old garabl is
inimitable:

The rain drips gently and yet gently, and my spotted scarf is wet.

Youth's love drips so gently, and my spotted scarf is wet.........In the crowd of

beauties, Joy swings to and fro; and the hand-drums beat sweetly. The moon
winks so slyly. Smile on, my moon, my honey-sweet! My spotted scarf is
wet, for the rain drips gently and yet gently.2

And the trick of repetition is used with great effect in
many of the garabls.

"The wild lover who stole my heart, I saw him only last year; I saw him
under the raining sky, like a lovely peacock. The beloved, I saw him last year.

He was playing with the lotus stem, this, my heart's love. The beloved, I
saw him last year.3
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